Life and Letters

mouths, amid a green growth, hiding under
flat leaves, diving out of sight, rising bright
to the surface. Fields, farms, churches, trains,
towns, London, the sea. Each word, is the
head of a comet with an infinite tail of coloured
light. I am humiliated at the variety and
splendour of things and ashamed of my own
dullness. Never again, I say, shall I feel
that there is nothing to write about. . . .
But I shall
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